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From my
Diary,
December
loth, 1914

La Panne,
Belgium,
December,
1914

but the captain told me that floating mines and fear of
German submarines accounted for our serpentine route
and our arrival being delayed by over an hour.

" It was Arctic cold when we arrived, but I wore
sensible clothes : leather breeches and coat, a jersey over
my blouse, a short serge skirt, a black Belgian soldier's
forage-cap and a spotted fur overcoat. All very ugly but
businesslike.

" We took untold time to pass through the locks into
Dunkirk Harbour. There we were met by a private
chauffeur and the best Benz motor I have ever driven in,
both smooth and powerful. Our Belgian drove us at a
shattering pace on sheer and slippery roads.

" Major Gordon was more than resourceful and kind:
quite unfussy, and thinking of everything beforehand.

" We drove straight from the Harbour to* Milly
Sutherland's* Hospital.

" There among the wounded I saw Arab, Indian and
Moor soldiers lying in silence side by side. The distant
expression of their mysterious eyes filled me with a pro-
found pity, nor could they speak any understandable
language to their nurses or their doctors.

" After leaving the Hospital we went on to the Head-
quarters of the Belgian Army where we were met by
General Tom Bridges, ' the heart and soul' as we were
told of the Belgian Army and in many ways a remarkable
man,

" He gave us our passwords and passports for the next
two days. ' Antoine' from 6 p.m. to 6 a.m., and ' Cassel'
from 6 a.m, to 6 p.m.

" We had a repelling meal in a dirty restaurant at
Fumes before arriving at Bang Albert's Headquarters.

" It was 4 o'clock and in drenching rain when we
reached La Panne. The King's household received me
with courtesy and cordiality in a brick and wooden house
built on the sand dunes by the sea. The villa was like

* Lady Millicent Havres.